The Soulaers Fare wel ta his love. 
Being a Dialogue betu ixt Thomas and Morgarm 


To a pleaſant new Tune, 


Thomas. Margaret. 
Mimaret my tweeteſt, Pargaret 1 muſt go, Ne ſce yon dine. ile wait ſtill af your back; 
rgarct. e give you wine 02 any thing you lack. 
Dol dear to me, that never may be to: Thomas. 
I. Ab, Foztune wills it, | cannot it deny, But pou | repine when you ſhall ſee me have 
M. then know my love your Pargarct muſt dye. A dainty wench that is both fine and bꝛave. 


I. Hot foꝛ the gold my Love that Cru had, I. I le love rour wench my ſweeteſt, J do vow» 
Would I once ſee thy ſweeteſt looks ſo ſad, Ile watch time when ſhe may pleaſure yon, 
M. Noz t02 all that the which mp cre didſce, T. But you will gricye to ſce me ſiccp in bed, 
Would J depact my ſweeteſt Love from thec. And yon muſt wait fill inanothers ſtcad, 


J. The King commands, & J maſt to the wars l. U le watch my love toſcc rou llecp in reſt, 
M.Ther's others moꝛe cnough may end the jars And when you ficcp then 1 ſhall think me bleſt. 
I. But J foꝛ one commandcy am to go, T, The ume will come you matt deliwered be, 
And foz my life J dare not once [ay no. If in the Campit will diſcredit me. 


M. Ah marry me and you ſhall tay at home, I. I le go from von beloꝛe the time ſhal be. 

Full thitty weeks you know that I hart gonc, Then isn mi love again i le lee, 

I. There's time enough another foꝛ to t c All ln leive for Pargarct must not go, 
He l love thee well, and not thy child foꝛlake. Chen do rtfolve my Love, what ciſc to do. 


M. And have J doted on thy ſwecteſt face - V. It nought wil ler ve why then wert love adien 
and doſt infringe that which thou ſuedſt in chal 1 needs mat die, anz yet in dying ture» 

Thy faith JI mcan but J vill wen? with thre, T. Rap pa my love, fo2 ! lobe Pargaret well, 
T. Ft is too far fo Peg to g3 ity nic. And here lv with Pargaret to dwell, 


M. J le go with the my Love both night and day l. Give mc roux hand, rour Varg ut livs again 
Jie bear thy l oꝛd, ile run and lead the way. r. Here 15 my han, 1 le nerecbiced thy pain. 
. But we muſt ride, bow will vou followthen, MM. lle k K; my Love in token it 1 fo. 
Amongſt a Troop of us that s Armed men⸗ 1. De will be wed: come cPargaret let us go. 


M. Ile bear the Lance, i le guide thy ſtirrop tao, FINIS. y 
Ae rub the hoꝛſe and moꝛe then that i le do, 


Dn 
. Bat Pargarcts fingers they are all too fine, London, P. in: :d for F. Coles, T. Veres Ad, 
To wait on me when the doth cc me dine. J. Wrgh:. 8 
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